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matter how hot you get, nor how wet the metal becomes.**
So saying, the Maharaja fastened the bracelet on Olga's
wrist.
Fearful of giving offence by refusal, Olga accepted the
gift hesitatingly,, because of its value.
Durrant readily fell in with the Maharaja's scheme, and
sought Olga's company whenever he and she were free,
They played tennis and rode together and, at the Raja's
suggestion, planned an expedition to the Grey Pagoda,
which no foreigner could visit without a permit.
Had it been well advertised, this monument to Siva,
the Creator and Destroyer, would have attracted visitors
from all parts of the world, because of its life-size sculp-
ture, audaciously obscene in character. The ruler hoped
that the sexual suggestions conveyed by the carving
would affect Olga physically and enable Durrant to attain
his ends.
To see the sun rise over the pagoda, and to inspect it
before the heat of the day, Durrant and Olga set off at
three a*m. After bumping and rattling over a rough
track for about two hours and a half, they reached the
foot of the hill, crowned by the shrine, just as the dawn
dyed pink its grey grandeur. As Olga gazed, she fancied
she heard music played by a celestial orchestra, and
determined to compose a paean to the rising sucu In the
vague morning light, that left the base of the hill in
shadow, the temple seemed to float above the world as
though too ethereal to be chained to earth.
At the foot of the eminence, Olga and Durrant
descended from the car, and the servants, who had
accompanied them in a motor wagonette, started to
convey to a nearby rest house, food, drinks, and empty
kerosine oil tins, without which useful articles for heating
bath water no Indian servant will move from head-
quarters.
By the time they had climbed to the terrace on which
stood the cone-shaped pile, Olga was glad to rest. ** I